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— vil inns O richeſt Grace (nt 3 Stone, | Who's this that comes with many Crowns 
tI can ſee : lovely Face ; That by Z ernbbabel, To render wrath with . 
17 Sons is in Iron Chains, Is laida ſure Foundation now, With Eyes like Flames, and Armies great, 
And Ido want ys — Rains. | Againſt the Gates of Hell. To overthrow the — ſeat. 
Irs but a little, O my Sponſe Tis true thou didſt upon thy Croſs, | 1's I my Love, mighty to 
Ere that with V 221 will rouſe : | Obtain the Yiftory , Who have been wit ark, 
Ay favour is 4 of Rain, | But with the Trophies now come down Lek romy Royal Title then, 
poxreth Bleſſings ont amain. Io Triumph Gloriouſly. The Prince of all _ ſons of men. 
ati ves all ball then be free; Let all the mighty men of Moab, A Bride * and a K. 
2925 »l they ſoall follow me : And Dukes of Ed To ne that ach Salvation bring: 
Ted how — ppreſs Bead downeeSlaves mircn Chains Anda Refiner of his Gold, 
And think to make "= — leſs. At thy Triumphant Seat. My Rock, and mine Eternal bold. 
The fragrant Roſes 5 the Fler, | What ſhall I lead Captivi an To ry ud — 4 2 
The Herbs — ek with us, In Chains of Triumph then? purpoſe , to onqgueronr 
The Fraits, the Plants, the Drag: and | And ſhall our foul tread down the Tea e Foes — — work 
So oderiferons ; (Spices, | Of all the ſons of men. (Rirength, | Againlt ct — Pope and Jur. 
Are but as Then, and Branches wide —_ 1 Let me prepare my Raiment bright 
Unto our Apple-rree - Ou Anse Without a f ial pure and white: 
Not near the ſavour of his Oynrmencs , Corn — Foes, | Since he hath made that R al Grant; 
Come overſhadow me. | Who thall besen hy And with him we ſhall want. 
Span fnboke Banner of thy Love, Confounded be all they that truſt Let us poor Captives that are bound, 
Cover of wrought geld; In Gods that's made with hands: F 
Thac I ma look upon thine Eyes, Merve is curſt that come not out honour to his Name, 
And beas bold. Agyjalt theſe mighty Bands. No: with _— and Hat, and Lame. 
of Doves by Rivers (ide Part of your Tree is burnt with fire, | In midf of thee 1 ſer my Throne; 
Wal with milk ſo white: The reſt is made a God: 1 
My Love to thee is ſtrong as Death : | O Fools, to think that it can ſave Perſon ſhall deſcend from high , 
O be not from my ſight, From his ſtrong 2 Rod. I ie in all my Majeſty. 
. 
To ſee the Paſturescloth'd with flocks, Thy ointments is = ve ſweet then ſpices, So come ſweet Lord, come 44 40 — 
The Valles all with Corn, Thy Lips as Honey. comb: Beate words our head 
Is to thy praiſe ; but yet we cry, . Thy Garments 100 like Lebanon, a ag loriouſly in Z iam Hill, 
Exaſe glorious Horn. 3 A. from the morning Womb. the Earth with Glory al. 
Where ſhall we find thee? In thy Gar- A Fountain deep, of Gardens ſweer | Let that Rich River all alone, 
Among the Roſe fvee | Sealed, and cliſedin : Whoſe Fountain head is from thy Throne, 
Or *mong the Lillie. and the Spicer, | Thy Trees are full of Righteouſneſs, | Run down the Golden ſtreers ſo bright, 
To ſit down at * 0 Net one that beareth Sin, Like to Tranſparent Glaſs in fight.” 
m come (my Love 9 into my Garden, | Thy Breaſts 4. Cluſters of ripe Grapes, And let the Tree of Life, rich Grace, 
A gather Myrrhe and Spice: Give forth a pleaſant ſmell. Bring forth its Fruit before our face, 
Pry to the Root that is ſo deep Come drink then of my ſpiced Wine, | Whoſe Leaves ſhall hea/the Nations great: 
From whence this Love has Riſe. Since I have pleas d thee well. Sit down on my Vicborious Sear, 
eAmen, 
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